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Phœbus volentem prælia me loqui 
Victas & urbes increpuit lyra. 
Hos. 


Who from the floated field ſtall ſeize 
Thy blood-ſtain'd trump, and ſwell its ſtrain, | 
With all thy goary woes, dread War, 
And chill with fright the ſhrinking plain? 

The gifted power 


In happieſt hour 


B To 
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To Mzon's bard did erſt belong, 
And he alone | 
In full ſphere tone 
Wild-tranc'd cou'd pour thy brazen ſong. 


Thou crimſon-handed giant wild, 
Dire waſter of the human kind, 
Sad was the hour when in her twilight cell 
Thee pale Revenge to mad Ambition bore ; 
Black Horror loud did yell, 
The fiends in hideous joy did roar ; 


Around thy gleamy couch in howling bands 


The furies o'er thy mould did brood, . 
With ſhafts of death they arm'd thy hands, 
And bath'd thy limbs in infants' blood; 


Phrenzy and ſlaughter with their gloomy crowd 


Ha! now on the Muſe's eye 

Thy ſcowling viſions roll; 

Unveiling clouds»expoſe thee nigh ; 
Blank terror numbs the ſoul. | 
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In deafning ſounds their mad - ſong ſhouted loud. 


How 
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How grimly lours thy ruthleſs form, 
Borne amid the deathful ſtorm 
On Deſolation's withering wing! 
Blown by fad drooping widows ſighs 
Thy blood-roll'd mantle backward flies, 
And thy mail'd limbs unnumber'd horrors fling. 


Hark! how thy death-hoof'd ſteeds 
In thunder beat the plain, 

Aloft they toſs the frantic head, 
And goary-dropping mane, 

Out-tripping Winter's fleeteſt wind; 
In vain with lovely-ſuing face 
And every ſweet arreſting grace, 

Tir'd Mercy calls behind; 
In vain the drops from Pity's eye; 
The waſted legions yielding fly, 
While many an helm'd youth and ſage, 
The hope of life, the grace of age, 
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Low ſink before the preſſing ſpear— 
Alas! how little doth avail | 
The breaſt to melt at Sorrow's tale 
The mind perhaps to Science dear, 
When the mad barbarian's blow 
Plunges to death his better foe ! 
Now wildly o'er the groaning field 
In iron accent rings the beaten ſhield, 
See Valour bluſhing at the ſight, 
Alone withſtands the vengetul fight ; 
Dealing around the op'ning blow, 
Alas! his youthful head droops low, 
And while his ſhortly ling'ring breath 
Hangs o'er the gloomy brink of death, 
With newer charms fluſh'd Conqueſt raps his eyes; 
He feebly graſps his ſpear, and wiſhes as he dies. 


Scar'd by thy phrenzied glance, 

And deadly gleaming lance, 

Thy creſt engrain'd with fiery terrors dread, 
And clouds of death half. cincturing thy head, 


Peace 
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Peace drops in fear her myrtle wand, 
Her turtle wing ſhe waves in dread, 

And leads her olive-wreathed band, 
To woodland gloom and ſylvan ſhed. 


The chearing voice of joy is mute, 
Love melts not now the ſoul away; 
Dim are the charms which woke the lute, 
And cold the hand which pour'd the lay. 


His bleeding friends the ſwain bemoans, | 
While ſhouts and groans burſt o'er his ear. 1 
No radiant bluſh the proſpe& owns, 
But idly rolls th* unheeded year. 


Now o'er the once lov'd haunt of glee 

Gaunt Ruin ſtalks with blighting tread; 
From low-fell'd groves the Dryads flee, 
And wood-nymphs mourn the rifled ſhed. | 
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The town that ſinks in leſs'ning blaze 
Sad tribes forſake in wailing noiſe, 
There hundred-handed Rapine raves 
And all the ſculptur'd pomp of life deſtroys, 


Sweet were the golden days of yore 
When Time was young, and led each hour 
On infant ſtep throughout his round ; 
Then o'er the newly blooming land 
The Virtues went a wandering band ; 
And Peace, and Joy, and fair Content, 
O'er laughing realms together went; 
Then holy lays the ſhepherds ſung, 
To themes divine the harp was ſtrung, 
And ſimple virgins ſwell'd the ſolemn ſound ; 
Till thou, big War, with rending hand 
Broke thro? each ſoft and ſocial band, 
Which link*'d the rural world, 
Thy dark'ning ſtandard wide unfurl'd, 
What time the regal fray 


In Siddim's vale deep ſtain'd the woeful day. 
| Where 


Where is the Bard can hope to trace 
From thence thy redd'ning footſteps way, 
Tune to thy varied ills his lyre, 
And lift the mighty lay? 
Retrace the dreadful legends o' er 
Long treaſur'd in hiſtoric lore, 
And pondering o'er the affrighting page, 
Sweep the panting ſtring with rage? 
As did the ſwain whoſe doric ſtrains 


Sung triumphs o'er the Latian plains ; 


Or he whoſe numbers moſt delight 

The Bard who ſung the angel fight ; 

Who *bove each mortal minſtrel high | 
Celeſtial ſcenes view'd with unaching eye; 
And foremoſt of the ſeraph band 

Heaven's deep organ ſtruck with mighty hand. 
O! if by ſome deluſion ſweet . 
When half-entranc'd in viſions bright, 4 
Fancy ſhould ſeem my ear to greet | 


With ſounds ſuch as thro” realms of light, 


Breathe 
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Breathe from our Milton's golden bow'r, 
Where ſtretch'd he lies on buds and blooms, 
Which glittering ſpread divine perfumes ; 

Where living waters murmuring glide 
In winding ſweep o'er ſapphire fands, 
And ſhrubs of blazing diamonds hide 
His dwelling form'd by cherub hands; 

Then in that bleſt and rapturous hour 
My breaſt may feel yet unknown fire, 

And all thy woes, O! War, be utter'd from my lyre; 

The labouring ſtring 

Shov'd loudly ſing | 
Thy deeds which ſtain th' unfolding ſcroll of Time, 
Which Fancy, ſweeteſt imp divine, 

In penfive ſtand, 

Points: with ever radiant hand; 
Where all thy murderous feats are told 
From ruthleſs ats/atchiev'd of old, 
To where, by daring conqueſt led, 
Old Albion's laurel'd ſons have bled. 


Hence 
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if 


Hence from our iſles, dread War, with all thy train, 
Till ſuffering Freedom call thee back again, 
And ſound the full alarm z *' 
Then ſeemly ſhall thy front appear, 
No terrors glitter in thy ſpear; 
Or horrors wreathe thy arm; 
But Honour's proudly-gilding hand 
Shall point each daring band, 
And deck with ſtern grace the ſoldier's ſcar, 
Then Victory freſh wreaths ſhall bring, 
Shed glories from his vivid wing, 
And laurel'd legions ſhout the dang'rous joys of war. 
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Davenrr R of Faith and young delight, 
Who thro? the wint'ry gloom of woe, 

With gleamings of deluſive light 
Doſt painted proſpects ſhow ; 

Fair-handed Hope, for many a day 

Thou'ſt led the wanderer thought aſtray, 

While ever to the longing eyes 


With beauties new thy viſions riſe. 


Along the road of life appear 
Thy ſmiling pageants as we go, 
The primroſe path, the mountain drear, 


Thy promis'd bleſſings ſhew ; 
Her 
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Her miſty ſhroud, tho' ſorrow ſpread, 
And dimly wrap the ſuffering head, 


Yet all its folds can'ſt thou deſtroy, 
And ope the eye to diſtant joy. 


The heart do Love's ſoft ſtorms bend, 
Uprais'd by Beauty's kindling eye; 
Doth thwarting age the joy forefend 
Or maid frowns deny ? 
Yet can thy looks make age conſent, 
And blooming ſcorn with love content, 
Wake all the roſy bands of bliſs, 
And lovely point the ſealing kiſs. 


See on the grating bed of pain 
The aching wretch in anguiſh lie, 

Ne'er ſhall he ſee the ſkies again, 

Dim gleams his ſinking eye; 


Wave but thy hand—gay health appears 


Sweet wood-nymph with a train of years, 
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In thought he bounds with frolic tread, 


And gains the mountain's breezy head. 


Shut from the ſun and vernal gale, 
Within the cell of pining woe, 

How ſadly droops the mourner pale! 
Alas! his full tears flow. 

Doſt thou appear ?—ſoft feels his chain, 

His foul in freedom laughs again ; 

Gay blooms the world in brighteſt dyes, 

And dreams of joy enchant his eyes, 


When ſunk the waſting ſeaman lies 
Where huge waves ſwell in wild career, 
Swittly perchance the ſad tale flies, 
And ſtuns the widows ear; 
Vet thou can'ſt ſoften her deep ſigh, 
And check the tear which dims her eye, 
Hide from her dreams his ſpectre pale, 
And pleaſing doubts ſpread o'er the tale. 


Oft 
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Oſt o'er Miſery's paleſt hues 
Reflection's eye can loitering find 
The bluſh and ſmile thou doſt diffuſe, 

To cheat the penſive mind: 
To Sorrow's winter thou can*ſt bring 
The roſeate bloom of Pleaſure's ſpring, 
Her blackeſt cloud with wailing fill'd 
Its edge thy golden light can gild. 


Sweet Hope, why from thy native ſkies 
With Mercy's ſpeed didſt thou not run, 
Invok'd by Genius? thrilling cries, 
To ſave her drooping ſon? 
Why didſt thou not en ſpeeding wing 
Thy moſt entrancing viſions bring, 
The baleful draught with haſte deſtroy, 
And bind to life the Muſe's boy? 


* Alluding to Chatterton, the greateſt genius that ever lived, 
who poiſoned himſelf at ſeventeen years of age. | \ 


Alas! 
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Alas! the el Maniac's eye ö 
Shoots quickly thro? thy painted veil, 

Behind does crouching Woe eſpy 
With all her dzmons pale. 

While Penury the noble mind 

In numbing ſpells doth galling bind, 

Wild Phrenzy lifts the hand on high 

With impious haſte to ſeek thy ſky. 


Lamented youth, thy ſpirit fair, 
A balmy-winged angel-grown, 
Shall pluck the thorn from ſad Deſpair, 
And lull his frantic moan 
Thy lyre, which wayward Genius ſtrung, 
Shall comfort ſound with golden tongue; 
Thy ſoft'ning hand the raging breaſt 
Shall bathe in dews which charm to reſt. 


Fair Hope, thou chearer of the ſoul, 
E'er youth his beaming pinion ſpread 
Thy bright inſpiring dreams did roll 


Around my muſing head; 
25 Thou 


| 
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Thou firſt with love came hand in hand, 
And beckon'd ſweet with graces bland ; 
Oft have I fat th' unheeded day, 


And ſeen thy lovely phantoms play. 


Oft where the wood his branching arms 
Wide toſſes to the evening air, 

In thought I view'd ſweet Julia's charms, 
And claſpt the lovely fair, 

Each ardent ſtep tho? fortune ſtaid 

To all thy fairy proſpects made; 

Yet ſhall the ray thy bright eye gave 

Light me to ſcenes beyond the grave. 
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ODE. 


FREED O M. 


STROPHEs 


Wu AT voice in theſe our languid days 
The wood-ſong wild to thee can rate, 

And charming ſweet thy maiden ear, 

Can bid thee nymph untam'd appear ? 

As when thou on EvroTa's ſhores, 

With untaught ſtep the dews did'ſt tread 
Gay bounding to the Spartan reed, 

While yellow wild weeds crown'd thy head? , 


Nymph of the deſart, Freedom hail ! 
Thou lov'd inſpirer of the ſoul ! 
Thee erſt did giant Power aſſail, 


Yet thou eſcap'd his rude controul, 


While 
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While o'er the blood-ſtain'd heath 

Howl'd the bleak voice of death, 

When thy light ſpear deep ſtruck his wide-mail'd 
breaſt ; 

The 1dle faulchion from his weak hand fell, 

His thouſand falling chains loud clank'd his knell, 
When reeling down the ſounding earth he preſt. 
Switt from their roſy bow'rs the pleaſures 
With wreathed ſtep to martial meaſures 
Swell'd from the waking fife advanc'd, 

Thy untir'd arm with. laurel bound, 

And ſhed reviving charms around ; 

And many a lovely power in joy ſtood wildly tranc'd. 
While in a flood of yellow light 

Thy beaming treſſes rapt the ſight, 

And thy half-tyed fillet green, 

Beſprent with precious gore was ſeen, 

With unclad feet thou danc'd upon the plain ; 
Then Poeſy, no longer mute, 

Trill'd the ſoft meaſures of her lute, 


D > op And 
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And Love and Youth that gladneſs brings, 
Wav'd in full joy their purple wings, 


And ſtar-ey'd Science join'd the happy train. 


ANTISTROPHEs 


Sweet Nymph, thy ſpirit-ſtirring glance, 
Thy votaries brave doth bid advance, 
Who feel thy calls with gladden'd ear, 
And mock the ſhadowy ſpectre Fear, 
And all his dreamt-of ſhapes which fly 
Before pale Dread diſcerning far, 
With Danger frighting the weak eye; 
Thy ſons alone can ſtem the tide of war. 
Where'er thou doſt thy footſteps bend 
The following Muſe doth ſound her ſhell ; 
The crowding virtues thee attend 
In pleaſures active with thee dwell ; 
And Fancy's vagrant tread 


Doth ſeek thy mountain ſhed; 


And 
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| And every grace which gilds life's fleeting hour, 


Each bias ſweet which doth the paſſions bind, 
Each lifting thought which marks the noble mind 


Group'd in delight confeſs thy welcome pow'r. 
*Tis not on lands where groves wide ſpreading 
Their luſcious fragrance round are ſhedding, 
Or bend beneath their golden load ; 
Where lovelieſt ſeaſons ever reign, 
Scorching rude winter and his train, 


That thou, wild-wandering Nymph, doſt take thy 
lov'd abode. 


But thou uncheck'd doſt love to tread 
Rather the mountain's barren head, 
Where drizzling clouds in darkneſs ever ſcowl, 
Where the hardy native goes 
Jocund o'er the up-hill ſnows, 
Carrols as he devious ſtrays, 
Untaught to thee his wild-ſung lays 


Tho? northern blaſts wide-ſweeping dreadful howl. 
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EPODE. 


O! Freedom, cou'd thy ſtep aught ſtay, 
When Slavery threaten'd loathed ſway, 
From which in earlier times | 
Thou fled'ſt the eaſtern climes. 
And finding far a fairer land 
Trod raptur'd o'er Ilifſus' ſtrand, 
The beauteous realms thou left'ſt behind 
May hope to've charm'd thy parting mind, 
When thy lov'd Greece with penſive eye 
Thou living view d, and many a ſigh, 
What time her ſons in heaps of ſlain 
Strew'd Cheroncea's goary plain. 
Or when from Rome in ſorrow turn'd, 
O'er rough-ſoul'd Brutus ever mourn'd, 
Thou ſad didſt weep, and fled | 
In humbler lands to reſt thy penſive head, 
A wanderer then thro' many a ſtate 
Thou wildly went'ſt with varying fate, 

"Til 


<-> 
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Till call'd from bleak Helvetian mountains ſteep, 
By the dread Geniys of the deep, 
Who, æriſing his ſtupendous form, 
Look'd into peace the-labouring ſtorm, 
While lumbering calms wav'd o'er his head, 
And gales their breathing pinions ſpread, 
Thou fled'ſt the ſnowy chilling wilds, 
And gladly ſought our blooming iſles. 
The green hair'd children of the main 
In ſhouting groupes adorn'd thy train ; 
The Tritons left their coral cells, 
And ſwell'd in joy their wreathed ſhells, 
While birds of calm ſat brooding round, 
Tranc'd in the magic meaſures of the ſound ; 
And round the full-rejoicing ſhore, 

From fields of ancient glory thronging, 
As if again for conqueſts longing, 
In ſhadowy bands the chiefs of yore, 
Shouting loud Peans did advance, 


And wav'd with dreadful grace the goary ſtreaming 
lance. 
Long 
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Long o'er our ſea engirted iſles, 

Where every ſweeteſt pleaſure ſmiles, 

Where Beauty, V#our, Wiſdom tread the plain, 
Haſt thou, fair Freedom, held thy virtuous reign. 


Hark! from the gloomy-boſom'd grove 
The Druid haunt of older time, 
In ſtrange and hallowed ſounds 
Burſts the full ſwell of harmony divine, 
Lo! *tis the lovely iſland nymphs that wind 
Up the high mountain's hanging breaſt, 
Who lift the chearing hymn to thee, 
Sweet Freedom, by thy preſence bleſt. 
Now loud her trump majeſtic Britain blows, 
As when in madly-rouſing tones 
She call'd to war her painted ſons, 
When eagle-led ſhe ſaw the ſtranger foes ; 
And from her mellow harp lerne fair 
Fills up the pauſe with Celtic ſtrains, 
And tunes the witching rural alr, 
Soft breathing patriot love, 
With which ſhe woke her ſons who drove 
The northern tribes t ſeek their icy plains ; 


While 
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While from her mountain pipe a Tweet wild lay, 


Blithe Scotia now renews, 


And thro? the ſong ſuch ſpirit doth diffuſe - 


As urg'd her hardy bands of yore, 
To force from her unconquer'd ſhore, 


The baffled legions in diſmay. 


Sweet meaſures ſoothing Fancy's ear, 
And long to thee, lov'd Freedom, dear ; 
O! may our winding plains 
Long hear the bliſsful ſtrains, 
Unmarr'd by madding FaQtion's roar ; 
Ne'er may the giddy fiend aſſume 
Thy pilfer'd robe of mountain bloom, 
And with thy looks and borrow'd air 
To cheat the heedleſs eye appear, 
And raving with impoſing ſway, 
Looſe her ravenous wolves of prey, 
To ſtain with crimſon hue our filvery ſhore, 
But may'ſt thou in thy woodbine cell 


With guardian ſpirit dwell, 


Till 
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Till to appeaſe the wild tumultuous ſtorm 
Wiſdom ſhall call thee in thy lovelieſt form 
Then. ſhalt thou ſhow thy patriot bands, 

That Freedom, thou alone, ſhalt rule o'er ſea-waſh'd 


lands. 
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F ROM thy ſoft ſhades of myrtle green, 
Where flowers of brighteſt dyes are ſeen 
Wide painting o'er the bluſhing ground, 
Come, Love, and quit thy balmy bed, 
Nor preſs the violet's gentle head, | 
But ſhake thy wings, which ſcatter ſighs around. 


If wrapt in bleſſings thou doſt lie, 
Warm'd by the beam of Julia's eye, 
E And 
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And baſking in its tender light 
In dangerous eaſe upon her breaſt, 
O! quickly leave thy trancing reſt, 
And ſteal from thence new treafures of delight. 


Let Pity's hand thy ſhaft prepare, 

Her ſoft ſighs wing it thro' the air, 

And gently deal the boſom's pain ; 
Then ſweetly ſad the faultering tongue, 
Mingling at eve its tender ſong, ; 


With Philomel ſhall own thy welcome reign. 


The breaſt which thou haſt never warm'd, 
The higher ſenſes ne'er have charm'd, 
Its pulſe no ſofter paſſion mov'd; 

The grateful pang thy arrow deals 

Fair Virtue's touchſtone but reveals 


The throb by which the purer heart is proy'd. . 


Soft wiſhes in an eager band 
Await thy arrow-bearing hand, 
And 
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And oft delude thy victim's ſmart; 
While cheated Fancy at a bound 
Springs over Fate's dividing mound, 


And claſps the lovely object to the heart. 


Dear is the bluſhing Virgin's wile 

O' er purpos'd frowns when beams the ſmile, 

And vows are check'd with chidings ſweet, 
When ſoft-forc'd kiſſes trembling move 
Th' affected fears to melt in love, 


And ſtruggling laughter tells the light deceit. 


Preſs'd by the cloſe ſubduing kiſs, 
When bath'd in tides of whelming bliſs, 
Two hearts in blended union cling, 
Idle the ſpell bound tongue doth lie, 
The ſoul gleams thro” the half. ſnut eye 
Days ſwift 28 moments ſpeed on golden wing, 


* 


The ſweet-voic'd minſtrels of the ſpring, 


To thee, O! Love, high - pluming ſing, 
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In tender notes the live-long day ; 

The monſter in his 00zy bed, 

The brindled tribes in deſarts dread, 
In ſoften'd inſtincts own thy boundleſs ſway. 


F'er youth began her purple reign, 

Wild ILEN's wave has heard thy ſtrain, 

From ſimple reed in tranſport ſung ; 
Far from her ſhores in riper flame, 
I've chaunted angel Julia's name, 


While brighter ſcenes in tender echoes rung. 


While life ſwift ſpeeds on timid wing 
Thy power, O! Love, ſhall pteaſures bring; 
In youth I feel it warm my breaſt ; 


If down on age's duſky ſtream 
I &er ſhou'd glide, the ſtill ſweet theme 
Shall memory ſing to ſoothe my way to reſt, 
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To THE 


GLOW-WOR A. 


L AMP of the filent ſhade whoſe ray 
Soft o'er the leaf's green boſom ſpread, 

Lights oft the wandering fairy's way, 

When Folly and her train are fled, 

And Night's cold ſighs are breath'd around, 
Much doſt thou ſoothe the downcaſt eye 
When pale-cheek'd Melancholy 

Steps o'er the dews in thought profound. 


What ſhepherd reed or virgin tongue, 
Which ſorrow'd all the liſt ning vale, 

When of the woes of love it ſung 
Thy lonely beam ſhall ſweetly hail ? 
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Lo! the ſoft minſtrel of the night, 
The nightingale, with breaſt unſcar'd, 
Warbles her ſong for thee prepar'd, 
And melting loves thy gentle light. 


The ſoul to ruder aims inclin'd 
May ſhun thy ſhining ſylvan reſt, 

Thy glow ne'er charm'd the vulgar mind, 
Or lull'd to peace th' unfeeling breaſt, 
The penſive pleaſures of thy hour | 

Ike mind to love and pity warm, 

And higheſt thought ſhall ever charm 

And melt ſuch fouls with happieſt pow'r. 


When o'er the lover's grafſy tomb 
Her falling tears ſtill night ſhall ſhed, 
There oft thou'lt make a little noon 
O'er the bright turf with dew beſpread ; 
And there the maid whoſe aching breaſt 
Nor peace, nor eaſe can ever know, 
Shal ſteal one thought from chilling woe, 
And wiſh thy light for ever bleſt. | 
| | For 
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For thee the merry elves ſhall raiſe 
Of faireſt buds an altar gay, 

And bounding quick to blithſome lays 
Shall gambol in thy tiny ray. 

Lov'd inſet, may thy tinſel beam, 
Unrifled by the queen of night, 
Ne'er fade within her greater light, 

But ſhelter'd ſhine with modeſt gleam. 


The largeſt leaves the ſeaſons ſpread, 
Meek Fays for thee ſhall hoard with care, 
Bath'd in dews to form thy bed £ 
When ſweeping Winter frights the air. 
So when Life's rude ſtorms aſſail, 
May ſuffering Virtue ever find 
Safe ſhelter from the pitying mind, 
Nor ſink beneath the chilling gale. 
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I MP of bloom, with heavenly face, 
Sweeteſt Youth, thy roſeate grace, 
Bear not with ſwift hand away, 
Let thy purple bleſſings ſtay, 
Lingering o'er my cheek awhile, 
Brighten'd by thy giddy ſmile; 
And now o'er my rip'ning head 
Thy roſy dews again once ſhed, 
Much I love thy fairy reign, 

And thy lovely ſmiling train : 
Health the mountain cherub brings 
The gather'd virtues of her ſprings, 


And 
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And follows thee thy ſummer day 
O'er the wild heath's ſcented way. 
Thought eſcap'd from griping Care 
Roves with Fancy free as air, 
Wrapt within her mantle gay 
Blithe he laughs thy reign away. 
All Creation's hand ſupplies, 
Shine in gaily-mingled dyes ; 
Farth in rapture then is ſeen 
Clothed in her vivid green; 
Untaught wonder wild ſurveys 


All her ſweets with ceaſeleſs gaze. 


Then bright Hope's thy ſeaſon fair 
Soothing every infant care; 
While mocking light the young defires 
Thy lov'd perſpective ſtill retires. 
Then Love o'er the ſubject heart 
Ads the wayward monarch's part, 
Dims with tears the downcaſt eye, 
And frights the boſom with a ſigh. 
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O! of all th' enchanting train, 
Youth with thee that tread the plain, 
My wiſh'd-for fate be it to prove 
The blended woes and joys of love. 


Tair child of life, thy vernal ſway 


Now Fancy holds in ſweet delay 
Now my cheek aſſumes thy glow, 


Now my pulſes quicker dow 
Hence the chilling frowns of care 


Liquid bleſſings {wift prepare; 


Waving glad his vine-ſtain'd wings, 


Mirth the modeſt goblet brings, 
In which Temperance has quafft, 
Riot ſcouts the ſtinted draught; 
O'er its roſy-mantling breaſt 
Cherub joys gay-ſipping relt ; 
Balmy vapours flow ariſe, 


Thickly curling to the ſkies, 


Beaming Youth, O! hither bring 


All the flow'ring ſweets of ſpring, | 
| Tear 
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Tear from his brows the cyons gay, 
Bear his bluſhing babe away, 

The tender roſe, and with them *twine 
Tendrils of the creeping vine; 

And weave the emblematic crown, 


To gaily deck my treſſes brown. 


Swell the viol's merry note, 

Let gay meaſures round me float, 
Breathing rapture, Muſic charms, 
Pure as angel Virtue's ſmiles, 

She the rudeſt ſoul diſarms, 
And the melting heart beguiles. 


Hither buxom virgins rove, 

Bring the cluſter'd ſweets of love, 
Downy cheeks of roſeate dyes, 
Softly melting witching eyes, 
Lovely heart-enſnaring wiles, 


And faſcinating hoſts of ſmiles ; 


F 2 Wreathe 
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Wreathe me with ſoft arms around, 


In delicious bondage bound, 
Till Love and Prudence hand in hand, 


Ope the ſweet · ly dang' rous band. 


While thy genial hour remains, 
Wake again the frolic ſtrains, 

Let the lyre to themes be ſtrung, 
Such as the Teian poet ſung“; 
And *mid thy joys, O! let me feel 
Fair Virtye's beſt and higheſt zeal, 


Nie'er wand'ring from her ſpotleſs way, 


The pureſt breaſt can be moſt gay. 


Come, let new joys faſt thronging crowd, 


Since life is but an evening cloud, 


Ruddied by Youth's parting ray, 


Which Age's twilight wing o'erſpreading dims away. 


* Anaereon. 
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WI EN from the dreary void 
Of chaos and of night, 
Sprung at the word the blaze 
Of wide diſcloſing light; 
Long o'er the vaſt ſtupendous ſcene 
Gaz'd all the orient crowds of heaven, 
While in undefined tracks 
Throꝰ the wild ſpace the whirling ſpheres were driven. 


Jove ſmil'd, and ſwift to ſhew 
The energies by which he wrought— 

O'er the infinite expanſe 

Shot his ſwift-creating glance, 


And thought. 
A fright'ning 
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A fright' ning ſilence ſtill'd the boundleſs ſpace ; 
Betore the Gods a beauteous fight ! 
Celeſtial clouds of æther bright 
In ſilvery curls ſlow- ſpreading roſe, 
And ſweet unveiling did diſcloſe 
A virgin form of radiant white, 
With ſapphire wings which flung a trembling light, 
And eyes of lambent fire, 
And full expos'd a golden lyre, 


She held with more than heavenly grace, 


As if inanimate ſhe lovely ſtood, 
Gay-beaming *till of grace a flood 
Immenlely ſpreading to lite ſhe ſprung, 
And ſtruck the chords with frantic hand, 
Breaking the pauſe wild numbers flung, 
And every raptur'd Goddeſs band, 
Shouting © Muſic, hail!” the zthereal regions rung. 


The new-created ſound, 
The mad Enthuſiaſt daſht around, 
= And 


J 
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And dropping tears of rapture wild, 
Rav'd and laugh'd, and wept and ſmil'd, 
And to the thund'rer dread the hymn ſhe rais'd, 
And while ſhe grateful prais'd, 
And her loudly panting ſtring 
Pour'd its full ſoul'd accent round, 
Each planet felt the magic ſound, 
And charm'd aſſum'd his deſtin'd place, 
While tones of ſympathy then ſweetly ſtrong, 
Calm-breathing ſwell'd the gen'ral ſong, 
The ſun ſtood tranc'd, the earth in fondelt grace, 
Around him wheel'd in varying ring, 
The frolic ſeaſons danc'd, the hours did ſing. 
Heaven was rapt in lauding wonder, 


And to the ſounding wires ſoft murmur'd thunder; 


Fix'd by the ſtrains each orb did roll, 
And ſtrong Attractien's hand unerring link'd the 


whole. 


The Gods with new-felt throbs of pleaſure 
All the order'd ſcene ſurvey'd, 
Charm'd 
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Charm'd by the new and rapturing meaſure 
They ſmil'd benignant on the minſtrel maid; 
While the balmy breathing bowl 
Beverage for lips divine, 
Fill'd with a mantling flood young Hebe bore, 
Bacchus his purple crown | | 
Flung laughing down, 
With frolic grace the cluſt'ring grapes he tore, 
And ſqueezing pour'd the thickly-ſtreaming wine. 


With joy in many a peal 
Olyiapue trembled round, 
Thy angel birth to hail, | 
Deep plaudits ſpread the bright profound z 
O! Muſic, ſweeteſt child of heaven, 
To thee each influence dear was given, 
Each theme the yielding ſoul which ſways 
With magic hand thou then didſt raiſe. 
Glad Jove his awful locks ſhook gay, 
Diffuſing life around, 
And to approve thy lovely ſway 


| He bade thee wake the apt-ton'd found, 
The 
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The power expreſſing of each god; 


E'er thy golden ſhell 
Thou ſweet didſt ſwell; 
The ſtern ſiſters three, 
Rous'd by his mighty nod, 
Unroll'd the ſcroll of mortal deſtiny ; 
And thence the theme thou didſt aſſume 
Tuning many a wonderous doom ; | 
While ſoft delights ſweet trilling caught their e:rs, 
They melted into ſmiles, and dropt their ruthleſs 


ſhears. 


Venus, queen of ſmiles, aroſe, 
With thronging Loves and Graces in a band, 
While penſively thou ſang'ſt her joys and woes, 
She wav'd her lovely hand, 
And blooming ſcen'ry ſprung around ; 
Mid ſhades of myrtle green 
Cupid in ſlily- aiming groupes were ſeen; 
Thou then didſt pour a dying fall, 
And headlong waters daſh'd around, 
G And 
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And Echo faint would call, 
And mock the gentle ſound ; 
While Hope thy mellow voice, 
Deceiver of Love's ſorrow, 
Promis'd with a ſoothing grace 
A fairer, happier morrow. 
Far from the lonely wild-fring*'d wood 
The hermit Solitude flow beck'ning ſtood. 


The Leſbian maiden's woe 
Sorrow'd o'er thy melting ſtrain, 
Thy ſtring announc'd her boſom's throe, 
Her ſighs—her tears oft pour'd in vain ; 
The Gods. did. weep, 
When from the high Leucadian ſteep, 
Madneſs and Hope the lyric maiden led, 
And down ſhe plung'd into the op'ning main, 
And the wild waſting waves clos'd o'er her ſinking 
head. 


The heavenly grief to eaſe, 


A fuller note thou then didit raiſe, 
7 And 
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And ſing fair Egypt's Queen, 
In all her mighty charms, 

Holding the Roman hero claſp'd 
Inglorious in her arms. 

Lo! within her filken ſpells 
See the ſad chang'd hero lie; 

O! what magic ever dwells | 
In the ray from Beauty's eye! 

Fame's loud trumpet now is mute, 

Baffled by the paſſion- breathing lute. 

As ſpoke the powers of Glory or of Love, 
Thou ſang'ſt the conflicts which his breaſt did'ſt 


move. 


Above the reach of mortal thought 
To the long-deſtin'd act thy ſounds gave life; 

Till. Mars, whoſe breaſt reluctant felt, 

In wild emotion ſtrange did melt, 

Shaking his ſabling plumes aroſe 
In frantic haſte, his eye-ball lung 
A lightning ray of ſtrife; 

G 2 The 
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The Gods did ſhrink, while mad he ſought 
His lurid hand to fling 
Devious o'er the ſtring, 

Till Venus ſoothing ſmil'd, and round the mail'd 
gd clung. 


Then didſt thou ſound the wak'ning numbers: 
Hark! the drum in mellow thunders, 
And the terror-flinging blaſt 
Of the trumpet which quivers the ſoul, 
While ſhouts, Gghs and groans 
Dread expreſs'd in thy tones, 


Thick mingling affrightingly roll. 


The liſt'ning groupes look'd pale, 
When thou ſung'ſt the ſad tale 

Of Ilium blazing to the carnaged plain; 
Mars ſhouted *mid the fancied war, 
And yok'd his adamantine car, 


And leapt in joy, exulting in the ſtrain, 


| Rous'd 
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Rous'd by the kindred ſound, 
The Monarch of the whelming flood, 
_ Wielding his weed-dreſt trident round, 
> Upſiood, | 
Full-ſwelling notes thou then didſt pour, 
Now wildly raging—now ſerenely calm, 
While brown-fac'd Commerce felt the ſongful 
balm, f 
Wrapping his watchet robe, the god 
In ſeeming wrath did lour; 
Then did the edi ſounds rave, 
The voice of war 
Was utter'd far, 
In thunder o'er the ſwelling wave, 
When thou ſung'ſt th' innumerous feats 
Wrought by Albion's conquerfng fleets ; 
While in the long-retiring cell of Time 


Her power the gods beheld wide ſpread o'er ev'ry 


clime. 


Next 
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Next pale Nemeſis down-looking came, 
Wrapt in ſhroud of dreary dye, 
And hid her dagger's gleam, 
Thick twilight veil'd her eye; 
But in vain 
To her thou gav'ſt no long-link'd ſtrain ; 
A diſmal: ſound, 


A ſolitary ſtring reluctant ſcatter'd round. 


Tir'd Jove deſir'd another ſong, 
And upward jolly Bacchus ſprung. 
Light and gay and ſweet the meaſure, 
Briſk inſpiring frolic pleaſure, 
Grapes in tranſparent purple round 
Strew'd the fragrant breathing ground, 
Loves and Satyrs hand in hand 
Gambol'd in a joyous band, 

The ſhouting crowd, 

In voices loud, 

Gaily did entwine, 

The blended joys of Love and Wine, 

Thou, 
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Thou, Muſic, felt'ſt the joy 
Inſpir'd by the lay, 

And pleas'd didſt wave thy glittering hair, 
And laugh the ſong away. | 


How the pulſe of Muſic beating ; 
Fills with genial throbs the heart ! 

Pleaſures crowding, cares retreating, 
Wine beguiles the boſom's ſmart. 

Broken lies the barb of anguiſh, | 
Beauty fills the riſing bowl, 

While her eyes, bewitching languiſh, 
Wreathes ſoft bleſſings round the ſoul. 


Rous'd by the joyous lays 

A branch of vine each god did ſeize, 

And aloft did madly wield, 

The ſapphire goblet high was fill'd 

And drain'd, was fill'd and drain'd, 

Their lips with purple ſtain'd, 

Their breaſts of thought beguil'd, 

While mid the mirthful ſhouts with Bacchus Beauty 
ſmil'd.— 

| The 
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The heavenly legends ſay, 
Twas on that bliſsful day 


That Muſic's ſoft'ning power 
With bounteous pulſe had fill'd Jove's breaſt, 
The while from her ambroſial bower 
The angel Mercy him addreſt, 
And to the honied accents of her tongue 
The ſtring a ſoft perſuaſive meaſure ſung. 
While at his ſide 


The witching ſuitor ſweet applied, 


And for the mortal ſhare the cherub minſtrel claim'd; 
Swift the ethereal powers agreed, | 
That ſhe to bleſs the ſons of earth ſhou'd ſpeed; 

To her they gave 
A lov'd enchanting vaſt controul, 
To bid the paſſions rave, 
Or wrap 1n peace the ſoul ; 
And Heav'n's wide radiant vales the precious boon 


proclaim'd. 


Each 
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Fach hallow'd inſtrument of ſound, 
Many a fair preſiding power then bore, 
That came with her to earth of yore, 
While from the op'ning ſkies broke ſhouts around; 
The goddeſs of the woodland joys 
With creſcent bright gay fill'd the horn; 
Health caroPd with her rofe-lip'd boys, 


And blithſome echoes woke the morn. 


Jocund ſolacer of labour, 
Briſk the dance-inſpiring tabor, 
Ceres tun'd in grateful ſong, 
While chaplets thick of golden corn 
Her treſſes yellow did adorn ; 
The ruſtic children of the plain 
Up-gazing heard the feltive ſtrain, 
Its meaſures ſimple did prolong. 
Frolic Pan with ſwelling face 
Tun'd his reed in accents gay ; 
Satyrs circling in light pace 
Gambol'd down the airy way. 
H | Peace 
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Peace her ſmiles, benignant ſhedding, 
Meek array'd in ſnow-white ſuit, 
Round. her gentle numbers ſpreading, 
Swell'd her myrtle-wreathed lute. 
War in the rear thick clouds ſurrounding, 
Slow-following charm'd his trench'd head hung, 
Stopt his rude-voiced clarion's ſounding, 
While his unbuckled mail ſoft clattering faintly 


rung. 


Then many a fair uncounted throng 

In groupes ſlow gliding travell'd to the ſong. 
But who the beaming tribes of thought can tell, 
Attendant on fair Muſic's ſhell, 

When thro” the ſundering clouds deſcending 
Which roll'd in gold beneath her feet, 


While dulcet ſymphonies attending, 
They on her gaz'd with thouſand wiſhes ſweet? 


And 
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And chiefly fair young Fancy ſmil'd, 
In veſt array'd of ſwiftly- changing dyes, 
She left her glittering wild, 
And ſped with Muſic from the ſkies : 
And now with careleſs grace her touch wou'd raiſe, 
Gay and grave, and half-ſung lays, 
And now with voluntaries ſweet 
The liſt'ning ears would wildly greet. 


Nurſe of ev'ry ſofter pleaſure, 

Parent of each trilling meaſure, 
Hail! Muſic, goddeſs of the golden ſtrain ! 
Thy voice can ſpread new bleſſings o'er the plain. 
Thou the ſad heart can cheat of all its cares, 
And waft ſoft ſoothings on thy melting airs, 
Bend the rude ſoul to wiſh the gentle deed, 
At pity's cle to bleed; 


Thy magic can the nobleſt aims inſpire, 
And bid pale terror feel the hero's fire ; 


H 2 On 
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On phalanx'd plain, or love-· appointed bow'r, 


Thy varied ſtrains avow thy wond'rous pow'r. 


O! cou'd my ears drink in the lays 


Thou ſung'ſt, lov'd maid, in earlier days ; 


Or hear the ſweet-link'd ſong 
Which with a raptur'd hand 


Jubal o'er the peaceful land 


Pour'd from his infant harp, and rap't the ſhepherd 


throng. 


— 


Or too thy ſoul inſpired ſtrains, 
Which grac'd of yore the Grecian plains, 
Blefs'd cou'd 1 ink into the lap of . 
The world's wild wilt ſhou'd ceaſe. 
Then undebauch'd by ſickew'd taſte, 
Lull'd by the heavenly ſhell, 
The hours of life delicious cou'd I waſte, 
And above the ſtorms of fate embliſs'd cou'd ever 
dwell. 3 | 


ODE. 


TO THE 


MORNING. 


O ! THOU who wrap'ſt the infant day 
In varied robe of bluſhing gray, 

Whoſe dewy treſſes wreath'd with light, 
Wave o'er the mountain's bright ning height, 
Who wak'ſt the vap'ry-ſkirted vale, 

To ſongful life, fair Morning, hail ! 

Yok'd with bonds of beamy red 

The bluſhing hours and pleaſures lead 
Thy gemmy car, while the young ray 

Gilds ſoftly o'er the op'ning day, 

And lights upon the dew-prelt flow'r, 


The pouring ſtream, or ivied tow'r. 


Lo! 
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Lo: Zephyr, now thy wandering child, 
Couching *midſt the violets wild, 
Bathes his young wing in ſcented dews, 
And briſk his fragrant toil renews, 
Sweeps lightly o'er the breathing ſcene, 
And wakens all his breezy train. 

Go, airy band, ſwift ſpeed away, 
Colle& each dawning charm of day, 
Each luſcious ſweet inſatiate ſip, 

And pour it on my Julia's lip; 

Light as her morning dreams repair, 
Throng gently round my ſlumbering fair; 
Soft on her pillow whiſp'ring ſtand, 


Say that e'er Morn's orient hand 


* Had painted gay the fields of light, 


Cold dripping with the damps of night, 
Penſive beſide this deſart ſtream 
I've ſigh'd and call'd on Julia's name, 


ODE. 
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W RAP T in thy air-wrought mantle blue, 
With cincture girt of glittering dew, 
Led by the calm ſoft-footed gale, 
Meek Eve, thy lov'd return I hall: 
While ſunk below the ethereal ſteep, 
The ſun deſcends to golden ſleep, 

And flings his laſt refracted beam, 
Up the vaſt ſlope with ruddy gleam. 
The penſive hours on dark' ning wing 
Now faintly wheel their twilight ring ; 
And dimpled joys excurſive ſtray 
Thro' the ſoft arch of fading day; 
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The chauntreſs of the copſes green 
Trills her thick-warbled note unſeen ; 
And ſylvan pipe and paltoral ſong 

In mingled meaſures ſteal along, 
Gray-hooded Eve! with ſoothing pow'r, 
To bleſs thy ſweetly-ſolemn hour, 


When the lone village pilgrim ſtrays 
Uncertain o'er the twilight ways, 
And blue-hair'd Fays in circles tread 
O'er the moiſt cow{lip's velvet head, 
Me lead thou faintly nymph ſerene, 
To ſeek the long ſequeſter'd ſcene ; 
And chiefly too that haunted place, 
Where claſpt in ivy's wild embrace, 
The Abbey's wall flow-mouldering ſtands, 
The drear abode of ſhadowy bands, 
Which village legends ſay have been, 


There at thy dubiqus hour oft ſeen, 


When the cowl'd monk of darken'd times 


Fleets o'er the ſeat of long- paſt crimes, 


And | 
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And ſpectry forms of cloiſter'd maids 
In ſorrow bow their penfive heads; 
For no loud ruſtic revels there 
Thy penſive votaries ſhall ſcare, 
Where the blank wing of ſilence ſpread 
Waves o'er the muſing thought-preſt head. 
And when thou droop'ſt in languid plight 
Into the ſtarry lap of night, 
Slow let me tread the moon-light plain, 
To pauſe in ſweetly-ſadder ſtrain, 
For there the ſoft-ſoul'd Muſe ſhall rove, 
And melting tune her lute to love, 
And there my lyre in concord ſtring 
Of Julia's countleſs charms to ſing 
O! wou'dſt thou, Eve, to love a friend, 
Some dewy-feather'd herald ſend 

To meet my Julia in the grove, | 
And ſing unſeen how much I love, 
To tell her with a fairy's art, 
How full the throb which ſwells my heart, 
I B& 
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By Spring's green treſſes now I ſwear, 

By all the ſweets which paint the year, 
By the love-lorn ſhepherd's ſigh, 

By the ſoft might of Julia's eye, 

A lovely band of village maids, 

And ſimple hinds with blooming wreaths 
Shall raiſe to thee an altar trim, 

And laud thee with a rural hymn, 

Soon as thou com'ſt on ſandals gray, 

To cloſe the balmy eye-lids of the day. 
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Tur dewy ray from Pity's eye, 
Which pours the tear and lifts the ſigh, 
Shall melt each tender breaſt; 
For virgins fair the knell have rung, 
And ſadly-Aowing dirges ſung 
To Maxr's angel reſt, 
/ 
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O'er the green heap in ſadneſs made, 
Where all her faded charms are laid, 
Soft maids and hinds ſhall bend ; 
While ſorrow's miſts ſhall dim the eye, 
The prayer ſhall mingle with the ſigh 
Which mourns the virgin friend. 


To purple life tho* morning ſprings, 
And pleaſure waves her gemmy wings, 
| And becks the rural train; ; 
Yet ſhe who fairer than the morn 
Fach village revel did adorn, 

Low lies beneath the plain. 


Lamented maid, thy ſoften'd mind, 
And various chats of angel kind, 
Remembrance holds moſt dear ; 
Thy tongue which Pity's precepts told, 
And ſweeteſt truths could once unfold, 
Still ſpeaks in Sorrow's ear. 
| Thou, 


or Mess TOWNSEND. 


Thou, once fair hope of anxious age, 
What healing voice can now aſſuage 

The weeping parents“ woes ? 
What ſounds can lull the rending ſmart, 
Spread comforts o'er the ſuffering heart, 


Or calm its labouring throes ? 


Fer twilight's dark'ning hand ſhall ſhade 
The fading lawn or duſky glade, 

What time the owlet flies, 
The love-lorn maid ſhall ſeek thy tomb, 
And pond'ring o'er thy mourned doom 


Each thought ſhall purer riſe. 


That place a ſacred ſpot ſhall be 

For Elfin lays and minſtrelſy, 

Soft play'd by hands unſeen ; - 

The penſive Fays ſhall there reſort, 

And ſheeny bands ſhall ceaſe to ſport, 
And ſhun their moon-light green. 


There 
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There ſhall each ſwain whoſe breaſt can feel 

Pity's ſoft pang, or Love's ſweet zeal - 
At night's lone hour appear ; 

There oft ſhall fall the dews of woe, 


There ſummer ſweets ſhall lovelier blow, 


Enrich'd by Sorrow's tear. 


ODE. 


C 65 1 


TO THE 


MEMORY OF MR. HOWARD, 


WHO DIED AT CHERSON. 


F AR, where the languid peaſant fats, 
And Sickneſs hangs her fading head, 

| Beneath the breath, of dangerous ſkies, 
Humanity's lov'd vot'ry's laid. 


The wither'd fod which wraps his mould, 
Bathed with tears ſhall ſweetly bloom ; 
And ſtranger tongues ſhall there unfold 
His worth, and mourn his haſten'd doom. 


. K 


For 


| 


| 
| 
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For Virtue drew the boundleſs ſchemes 

His foul in melting thought deſign'd ; 

He came like Hope in Sorrow's dreams, 
The ſoothing friend of all mankind. 


Call'd by his voice from blooming ſhed, 
Where long in balmy dews ſhe lay, 

Soft Comfort with him haſt'ning fled, 
On healing wing his diſtant way. 


Thee, Howanp, fair Virtue 8 fainted child, 


Young grief | in liſping ſtrains would praiſe ; 
For thee the penſive matron mild, 
The moiſten'd eye to heaven hy raiſe, 


* 


| Thy. ſoothings meek wou'd oft impart 5 
What ſweetly fill'd the new · charm'd ear, Z 


What eas'd the long-chain'd ſufferer's ſmart, 
And ſtaid mute Sorrow's gliſtening tear. 


\ 


Pale 


OF MR. HOWARD. 


Pale Miſery from her flinty bed 
The long: forgotten ſmile would give; 


And wild Deſpair with frantie tred 


Grow calm, nor ſpurn the wiſn to live. 


The turban'd ſlave with doubting pauſe 

Has wondering felt thy Chriſtian aid; 

And turned from his prophet's laws 
An half apoſtate by thee made. 


The mighty virtues of thy ſoul 
The Muſe's legend long ſhall tell, 
Oft at thy praiſe her tears ſhall roll, 
While ſad ſhe tunes her plaintive ſhell. 


Sprites of the bleſt a radiant band, 
To thee ſhall ſwell the golden lay, 
Around thy diſtant tomb ſhall ſtand, 
And linger night's pale hour away. 
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Long to thy loy'd revered name 
Her parent tears ſhall Britain ſhed; 

Thy loſs be ever Sorrom's theme, 
And weeping nations mourn thee dead. 


ODE. 


To THE 
MEMORY OF MISS FULLER, 


AUTHOR OF ALLEN FITZOSBORNE, &c. 


Wurxr LEE flow winds his chryſtal deep, | 
In many a full and filvery, ſweep, 
His blooming banks along, : 
His weed-crown'd minſtrels bow the had 
And crowding from their pebbly bed, 
Soft ſwell the mourning ſong. 


Their airy harps thy loſs deplore, 
Bleſt ſhade! for on their fairy ſhore 
Ne'er dwelt fo lov'd a maid ; 
Thy beauty joy'd the eye of youth ; | 
Thy tongue which charnv'@ the ear of truth, 
The gifted mind diſplay'd. 
Her 
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Her golden dreams for thee Hope drew, 
And diſtant ſcenes of lovelieſt hue 

With faithleſs charms o'erſpread ; 
But Fate with gentle hand thee bore 
Where holieſt pleaſures evermore 
Float round thy fainted head. 


Tho' maids and hinds o'er thy new grave 
Green wreathes of myrtle ſorrowing weave, 
In many a weeping train; * 
Tho' Sorrow ſits oppreſt and mute, | 
And Pity tunes her melting lute 
8 „ broken ſtrain; 


Yet may the friend in ſadneſs know 

Each wanderer thro” this path of Woe, 
Finds reſt but in the tomb ; ; 

And now o'er paſt the awful bound 

Thou, pilgrim ſweet! with bleſſings crown'd 

Enjoyeſt Virtue's doom. 
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So fades the glittering ſtar of night, 

When thick'ning clouds obſcure its light, 
And ſhrouding darkneſs reigns ; 

But when young Morn her bluſhes ſpreads, 

Again a fairer glow it ſheds, 


Soft gleaming o'er the plains. 35 


Long o'er thy charms of happieſt kind, 
In penſive mood the tender mind 
Shall fondly love to dwell. 
Pale Solitude to drop a tear 
To thy lone grave ſhall oft repair, 
And leave her woodland cell. 


The ſongful Genius of thy land 
Shall ſtring her harp with peaceful hand, 
And frequent requiems raiſe; 
And there the ſhadowy tribes of night, 
And maiden forms in ſadden'd plight 
Shall accent ſoft thy praiſe. 
Lo! 
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Lo! hand in hand a weeping pair, 
By Fancy led old Wiſdom there 

Low bends an hermit mild ; 
Feebly he graſps his ſable ſtole, 
To wipe the haſt*ning tears which roll, 
| In forrow for his child. 


The flowering turf ſpread o'er thy breaſt, 
By little hands at evening dreſt, 
Shall bloom in laſting dyes ; 
Her ſweets the laviſh year ſhall ſhed, | 
"mY When Spring with garlands wreathes her head, \ | 
ill drooping Winter ſighs. m_ 


COLLIN's 


COLLIN Gn avi 


C OLLI CMTE 


— 


Nov Twilight's fairy hand had dreſt 


In cobweb robe the eve, 
The moon had flung a ſoften'd ray, 
Which kiſs'd the ſleeping wave; 


And all was huſh'd ſave Philomel, 
Who pour'd her woe-born lay, 
When Phæbe ſought the dewy ſod 
Which wrapt poor Collin's clay. 


O'er its pale breaſt the penſive maid 
With wat'ry eye did bend; 

In tones as ſoft as angel's ſighs 
She thus bewail'd her friend 


% Ah! Collin, thou'rt for ever gone, 
« Of each gay groupe the boaſt, 
« And ev'ry maid and village hind 


« Now feels a brother loſt. 
L 2 


„ Dull 
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* Dull and unconſcious is thy heart, 
* Where each ſoft impulſe glow'd; 
“ Loſt ev'ry fine and tender ſenſe, 


« *Tis now an earthy clod! 


« Yet Collin once thy (roſy hours 
e Danc'd fairy-footed on, 
“ Contentment gave thy face its ſmile, 


« And Mirth awak'd thy ſong. 


% Fer oped the pearly eye of morn 
«© We've heard thy pipe's ſoft lay; 
Thou too our village revels rous'd, 


& Fer ſunk the cloſing day. 


How fad to pauſe on pleaſures paſt, 
6 When memory paints the ſcene, 
* And ſorrow mellowing ev'ry tint 


« Points out what once has been! 


© Soft 


COLLIN'S GRAVE. 


<« Soft Peace ſoon flies the lowlieſt vale, 


And joys too fleeting are, 
« On ſilent wing they ſpeed away, 


«© But woe is certain here. 


For ever hated be that day, 
Let all the village weep, 
«© And when the year ſhall roll it round, 


A ſorrowing vigil keep; 


When rapt with Delia's form thou felt'ſt 
«© The magic of her eye, 
« And tranc'd with all her bloomy charms 


c Slow rais'd th' unheeded ſigh. 


« Then did the ſilken might of lore 
«« Cloſe bind thy tender breaſt : 

< The cherub pow'rs of Delia's * 
« Thy frequent praiſe confeſt. 


cc The 
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« The primroſe dreſs'd in morning dew, 
* Look'd not more mildly gay, 

& Yet not one ſoft or pitying ſenſe 
« Within her boſom lay. 


« Dull pride had numb'd her callous heart, 
| * 
& She ſcorn'd thy honeſt tale; 
4 When ſighing thou went'ſt up the hill, 


„She ſung adown the vale. 


=, 


< For many a long and languid day 
Upon the wood-moſs laid, 
„The paſling hinds have ſighing heard 


<*< Thee praiſe the ſcorning maid. 


And when by yellow Autumn blown, 
“ O'er thee the pale leaf fell, 
The ſerious moral thou wou'dſt draw, | 


„And thy fad fate foretell. 


© Soon 
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Soon o'er thy cheek his fading hand 

| © Diſeaſe did ſlowly wave; 

= Unpitying Delia ſaw thee bend, 
And ſink into thy grave. 


« Alas! not friendſhip, heavenly balm, 
* Could ſtay thy haſt'ning end; 

< But death ſoon robb'd thee of thy woes, 
« And Phæbe of a friend. 


« The golden-winged hoſt of heav'n 
« Hath rais'd thee to the ſkies, 

«© While here, each fighing village girl 
From hated Delia flies. 


& While fancied ſounds of plaintive woe 
e Shall ſtrike her liſt' ning ear, 
c Delia ſhall often ſtart and think 


«© Thy form aerial near. 


cc Her 
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Her ſicken'd mind ſhall ever draw 
Thee pale before her eyes; 
And ev'ry changing ſcene but ſhew 


Thee following as ſhe flies. 


* What tho? the ſigh or wailing voice 
C Can't ſoothe the death- cold ear, 
&« Yet this lone ſpot at ev'ning's hour 


« Shall catch my falling tear, 


&« Spring's dewy hand with flow'rets mild 


“ Shall deck thy grafly bed; 
« And weeping maids ſhall point the ſtone 
“ Where reſts thy lowly head.” 


Thus Phzbe ſigh'd : the village Muſe 
Recording did attend, 
To ſing the laſting tender zeal 


Which marks the FEMALE FRIEND. 


IL 


1 


Ericr. 


O' reg u ren wyaluy 


IL PO VER O. 


| Hexcx Wealth thou nurſe of care, 
Whoſe glitt'ring train with idle joys adorn'd, 
Which the Rhodian Cynic ſcorn'd, 
Wakes the black wiſh, and lures the ſoul to err; 
Thee eye-brow'd Avarice tore 
From Earth's deep womb; on gorgeous wing 
hence fly 
With ſwollen Luxury, 
Where raves with mighty ſway thy madding pow'r, 
As when in deathful hour | 
It plung'd Sichæus to Averno's ſhore. 
But come thou goddeſs lank and lean, 
Of tatter'd robe and languid mien, 
| M 2 To 
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To whom I bend the ſinking knee, 
On earth ycleped Poverty ; 
Haſte thee and bring hand in hand 
The ragged virtues in a band ; 

But chiefly her unheard to moan 
E'en o'er the cold ſepulchral ſtone, 
Where ſtands the faded lover's pile, 
Patience, nymph of ſerious ſmile, 
She who time-worn legends fay 
Was born on a wintry day, 


On Scythian mountains bleak and wild, 


Of Abſtinence the only child, 

Who yietded once with rigid grace, 
To Temperance's cold embrace ; 
Pale-lip'd goddeſs bring with thee 
The garret nymph Frugality ; 
And if I give thee rev'rence due, 
Admit me of thy modeſt crew; 


To live with them and live with thee, 


In unſenſual pleafures free; 


Exalted 


IL POVERO 


Exalted by thy influence 

To dwell in attic eminence, 

Where the modeſt pallet laid 

Scorns the curtain's looſe parade; 
And the ſolitary chair 

Bends, grown valetudinaire, 

And the unpiQtur'd-walls around 
Lour with candle-blaze embrown'd, 
And the window half-aperted, 
Which exil'd glaſs has long deſerted, 
Patch'd with ſupplemental pane, 
Admits intruding wind and rain; 
Where many a book and many a page, 
Fill'd with ancient precepts ſage, 
(Which academic wights peruſe) 

And diſemboguings of the Muſe, 
With ſeraps of literary lore, | 
Thickly ſtrew th' uneven floor; 
Where Homer, eldeſt ſon of ſong, 
To ſtop a rat-hole lies along, 


While 
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While the rigid Stagyrite 

Backs him in half. moulder'd plight, 
And the Mantuan bard unable 

To prop laconic leg of table, 

For want of craſſitude is crown'd, 
With Burgerſdicius unbound; 

While poets, critics and declaimers, 
With ſcholiaſts and dull explainers, 
Once purchas'd cheap at corner ſtall, 
Avert the miſchiefs of its fall. 

There from my many-ſtaired chamber 
Where gouty wealth cou'd never clamber, 
When the Morn's purple ray 

Tinges deep the cheek. of day, 

Let my eye o'er houſetops run, 
Gilded by the mounting ſun, 

And ſee the fire-born clouds which fly, 
Iſſuing forth from chimney high; 

And ſhiv'ring let me faintly hear 


The growing ſounds which catch my ear, 


Of 
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Of matin warblers of the ſtreet, 
The duſtman and the dingey ſweep, 
And the muffin-vender's note, 

And the milk-dame's treble throat. 
Then when bus'neſs calling loud 
Wakes to ſtrife the toiling crowd, 


How wiſe to ſit in muſing ſtate, 


And mortal ſchemes vituperate; 

Pity men's wayward modes unnumber'd, 
And ſigh for thoſe with wealth encumber'd! 
Then when Hunger's hints alarm 

Let me avert her empty harm, 

And to the crazy ſhelf repair, 

Scarce conſcious of its long-ſav'd fare, 
And as I break the mouldy roll, 

Let me abridge the ſtocking hole. 

Then above the ſordid throng 

To hail the jingling powers of ſong, 
And think in full poetic pride, 

For ſlender dinner to provide, 


« 
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\ 


And rapt in all the Muſes dream, 

My forehead ſcratch for happy theme, 

To lure the purchaſe of that wight, 
Learning's waggoner—long hight 
Bookſeller, by th' unletter'd throng : 
Then to gaze in phrenzy ſtrong— 
Straight mine eye has caught old pleaſures, 
Often view'd in Hope's falſe treaſures 
(Hope, that juggler of the ſky, 

Whoſe viſions cheat the mental eye) 
While grave Eſſays ſlowly riſe 

In verbal mantle lightly wiſe ; 

And the Sonnet light and gay 

Trips it in the diſtich way; 

And the Epic ſtalks along 

In all the majeſty of ſong ; 

And Elegy in mourning wreaths 

Her long-lin'd ſorrows ſoftly breathes ; 
While the Ode obſcurely tries | 
Thro' clouds of words to reach the ſkies. 
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Then in all an author's rage 

Swift to mould the title page, 

And write and blot moſt haſtily, 

In endleſs verſatility. | 

Till mine hoſteſs? petty claim 

Wake me from my ſcribbling dream; 
When excuſes long worn out 

Are made to wipe away her doubt, 

And ſtop the beldam's toiling tongue, 
With vows and threats and curſes hung. 
When Night ſhoots her ebon ray, 
Darking o'er the ſuccumb'd day, 

Then with cautious ſteps to ſhun 

That iron-hearted fiend—a dun, 

And freed from all his inſtin&s fude, 
Seek eleemoſynary food, 

Of caſhful friend who feels the curſe 

Of ponderous overfreighted purſe. 
Jocund groupes delight me then, 

And the converſe gay of men, 
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And ever againſt ruthleſs cares 

Lead me where young wit repairs ; 
And the punſter quaint is found, 

And the pealing laugh goes round, 
(Such as ſent Chryſippus packing 

To Styx, while's ſtoic ſides were cracking) 
With jeſts, ſuch as old Lucian ſays, 
Were uttered in th' Elyſian ways; 
And ſuch as from the ſod-preſt dead 
Wou'd make Joe Miller raiſe his head ; 
Then theſe delights if thou canſt give, 
Meek Poverty, with thee I'd live. 


ELFIN 
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EL FIX OCCURS 


E C LO GU E I. 


KinG, Queen, OBERON, ATTENDANT FAIRIES. 


Scene, A blooming Wild, — Tiuz, Night. 


KING. 
N ow the lazy bat-wing'd night 
Creeps along in limping plight, 
And the ſtar-enlighten'd green 
Brightens in its dewy ſheen, 
Come my ſpirits light and gay,” 
Wake the fairy roundelay. 


QUEEN. 
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O'er the cups of hare- bells blue, 
Draining drops of pearly dew, 
Round the roſes damaſk head 
On we bound with frolic tread; 
O'er th' unbending pearly blade 
Lightly trip each Elfin maid; 
Round the honey-ſuckle ſweet 
Briſk we go on nimble feet, 
Waking there the glutton bee 
As we wander merrily; 

O'er the ſheety lake we go, 


- Revellers with unwet toe. 


OBERON. 


Huſh the timbrel and the lute, 
Fairy voices now be mute; 


Where you breathing roſes twine 


With the mellow eglantine, 


Creeping 
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Creeping round the myrtle med, 
Lo! a nymph reclines her head, 
Lull'd on little flow'rets gay, 

Who breathe their fragrant lives away; 
Minſtrels quaint conclude the ſong, 


Round the ſleeping beauty throng. 


KING. 


Huſh! each forward Elfin tread 
Back each buſy prying head, 
Lo! 'tis Julia ſlumbers here, 
To the piping ſnepherd dear, 
Sweeteſt of the mortal train, 


Gladd'ning all the 9 plain. 


QUEEN. 


Hence away my fairy ring, 
Thouſand glow-worms hither bring, 
Hang them round on every flow'r ; 


Gaily light this little bow'r. 


Come 
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Come now gentle elves and peep, 
Sunk ſhe lies in balmy ſleep. 


OBERON, 

See the melting light which flies 
From her haply half-clos'd eyes, 
Glancing o'er the roſe's head, 
Paints it with a lovelier red. 

See the playful dimples ſleek, 
Softly circling o'er her cheek, 
While each angel witching grace 
Idly wanders o'er her face, 

And the archer tribes of love 


O'er its ſweets unarm'd rove. 


KING, 


Lo! the lily pluck'd doth reſt, 
"FM on her whiter breaſt, 
While theſe jealous roſes ſeek 
To gaze the bluſhes from her check— 
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Mark her limbs of peerleſs grace 
Vying with her powers of face 
Airy tribes around her ſtand, 


Ne'er was ſeen in fairy land, 


Beauties ſuch as here difplay'd, G 


Sweetly deck this mortal maid. 


QUEEN. 


All my virgin elves away, 

Cull me viſions light and gay, 
Soothing dreams light-handed ſpread 
Round the ſleeping beauty's head. 


KING. 


Soft, before her fancy's eye 
Let her true- love ſhepherd ſigh, 
Let her know his anxious fears, 
Let her ſee his ſtreaming tears. 
Swift e' er yonder nightingale 
Cloſes her laſt-warbled tale, 

O 
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Quickly 
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Quickly from her dying throat 

Wreſt her ſofteſt melting note; 

Hither quick as thought appear, 
Drop it in fair Julia's ear, 

So ſhall it her boſom move 

To the ſighing joys of love. 
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Screaming owl on pinion gray, 
And the flitting bat away; 
Wreathing ſnakes with ſpotted creſt 
Hiſs not to diſturb her reſt ; 


| Beetles hum not in her ear, 


Panting toads now come not near ; 
Angry ſpirit of the wild 
Shrieking fright not beauty's child, 


But let ſleep from velvet wing 


O'er the maid her ſoft dews fling. 


KING, 
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KING. 


Linnets piping in ſoft lay 

Slumber on this flow'ry ſpray; 

Red-breaſt come with liquid throat 

Trill in dreams thy little note; 

And *bove all ſweet philomel, 

In this flower-inwoven cell, 

Sing the lingering night away 

In thy moſt enchanting lay. 

Three times round this virgin fair 

Trip my elves with filent care ; 

Duck the daiſy-crowned head, 

Myrtle dews around her ſpread, 

Strew the vivid bloſſoms gay, 

Pilfer'd from the lap of May; 

Thus as circling round we go, 

Now the guarding ſpell I throw, 

Which endow'd with magic charm 

Shall keep the maid from midnight harm. 
O 2 | 
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| Liſt thee, Onzron, thy care, 
Let it be to guard this fair, 
Ever as an elfin friend 

On her wandering ſteps attend ; 
Turn her eye from Vice's road, 
And to Virtue's bright abode 
Guide her with unerring tread, 
Ne'er by cheating views miſled ; 
And to tender thought inclin'd 
Ever turn her gentle mind; 

On her cheek let oft appear 
Life's ſweet pearl—Pity's tear 
So, her ſhepherd true ſhall find 
Julia's not more fair than kind ; 
And but lo! the morning gleam 
Silvers o'er the hubbling ſtream, 
And the riſing prince of light 
Gilds the robes of flying night, 
While the roſy tribes of day 
Smiling ſweep his orient way. 


Hark! 
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Hark! the morning minſtrel ſings, 
High unſeen on ſtruggling wings; 
Come, my elves, our watch let's cloſe, 
And betake to day's repoſe, 

Here within theſe buds we'll creep, 
Soft to reſt in fragrant ſleep, 

»Till the moon with gentle ray 


Wake us to our paſtimes gay, 


ECLOGUE 


1 


e Lobo un 


Puck and MELLA. 
SCENE, A Wilderneſs, Time, Night. 


9 PUCK. 
Wowr o'er the glitt'ring plains outſpread 
The Summer moon her luſtre ſhed, 

And thro” the ſpangled vault of night 
Was wandering in her utmoſt height ; 
Calm fleep with downy robe around 
The active powers of life had bound; 
And ſilence pauſing ſtill'd the vale, 
And bound the pinions of each gale, 
When Puck from out a violet's bell 
Slow riſing left his muſky cell ; 

And thus, unus'd to wailing plight, 


Sigh'd in the liſt'ning ear of night :— 
| cc No 
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“ No elf like me did ever prove 


« Sad exile, and the woes of love.“ 


While now our frolic tribes advance, 
And lightly wheel the braided dance, 
Thro' airy halls of moon-beams made, 
Where fairy pageants are diſplay'd, 
Lo! I an exile from their ſport 
Muſt pining ſhun their gay reſort ; 
Nor dare I join the gladſome ring, 
Such the decree paſs'd by our king. 
Since ſpeeding from the northern pole, 
With glittering ice-beams which I ſtole 
Deftly from out the ſtuds which reſt 
On pale-ey'd Winter's pearly breaſt, 
By order of our ſhadowy king 

To deck his favourite changeling, 
With MeLLa fair in converſe gay, 

| Round the earth's axle I did play, 
Altho' our monarch bade me fly 


Swift as a meteor thro” the ſky, 
But 
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But heedleſs of his dread command, 


What wight can love's ſoft pow'rs withſtand ? 


As round the horned moon I drew, 

The beauteous MELLA bleſs'd my view, 
A ray ſhot from an eagle's eye, 

Upbore her ſmiling thro” the ſky ; 

With tender tales I woo'd the fair, 
Long loitering on the boundleſs air, 
"Till to the weſt the haſt'ning night 

On twilight wing quick aim'd her flight. 


When to the Elfin court return'd, 

At my delay our monarch burn'd, 

And raving ſeiz'd me chill'd with dread, 
And hurPd me o'er a tulip's head, 
Haply a thiſtle's floating down 
Preſerv'd the ſafety of my crown ; 
Then from a beetle's wing he cut 

A thouſand thongs, on each a knot, 


And to a lupin's ſtalk me tied, 


Then o'er my back dealt laſhes vide | 


Thou 


. 
* 
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Thou, MELLa, dewy-footed fair, 

Dropt not one wiſh nor ſigh'd one prayer, 
When I was baniſh'd from the court, 
And all the merry imps of ſport, 

And doomed here in woe t' abide, 
And on the dappled toad to ride 

Thrice yon blighted willow round, | 
Nor dare I paſs the order'd bound. 

% No Elf like me did ever prove 


Such exile, and the woes of love.“ 


Vex'd I ſee with envious eye 

The elves their little labours ply : 
Some paint the cowſlip's golden head, 
Some tinge the roſe with newer red, 
Its older dyes young fairies ſeek 

To deck the mortal maiden's cheek, 
And ſome gay-cheating fancies ſpread 
Around the ſhepherd's love-ſunk head; 
Some ſpeed the circling globe around, 


Or ſoothe with ſweetly plaintive ſound 
1 The 
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The hapleſs virgin's charmed ear, 
And melt to hope each rifog fear ; 
Some glide before the pilgrim hind, 
While thouſand terrors fill his mind ; 
The gentle breath of placid night 
Soft ſighing numbs him with affright. 
But happier toils thoſe fairies prove 
| Who tread the train of penſive love, 
Who with their Elfin virgins ſtray, 
And ſweetly Ggh the hours away, 
« While I, alas! doth pining prove 
«© Sad exile, and the woes of love.” 


— 


No way ward prank now glads my mind, 

To ſofter views, alas! inclin'd. 

The gameſome clown his fears may end, 
And diſtant revels ſafe attend, 

Nor quake at bogs and quagmires dread, 
By me no longer lanthorn led ; | 

No dairy ſour'd or pans o'erturn'd 

Has late the thrifty houſe- wife mourn'd ; 


No 
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No changeling quaint with crabbed ſtare | 
The cheated mother's kiſs ſhall ſhare, 
Nor miſchiefs, ſuch as grandames tell, 
The fright'ning village tale ſhall ſwell—— 
Alas! unturn'd the pariſh mill, 

Now at this fairy hour is ſtill ; 

No houſe-dog's dreams awaken fear, 

And hint the meddling fairy near, 

While I, the once arch wandering ſprite, 
Thus mourn away the tedious night ; - 

* No Elf like me did ever prove 


&« Sad exile, and the woes of love.“ 


While thus he ſigh'd a filvery ſound 
Stole from the moon-light thicket round, 
And ſtraight to briſker meaſures grown, 
Puck wondering hears the lively tone, 
Till bounding from the hiding ſhades 
Advanc'd a band of fairy maids, 

Led by fair MxLLA o'er the plain, 
Who thus addreſt her Elfin ſwain : 


P 2 MELLA. 


"» 


_ ELFIN ECLOGUES 


MELLA. 


Thou brooding wight, long have we heard 
The plaints which thou in woe prefer'd ; 
Ideal are the ills which move 

Thy doubting breaſt to rail at love ; 

And piqued to ſee thy railing plight, 
We've liſten'd all the paſſing night, 
Altho* we came with forward ſpeed 

To tell thee thou'rt from exile freed. 

Yet here if thou wou'dſt rather ſtay, 
Sunk in falſe griefs—we'll hence away, 
* And leave thee wailing here to prove 


Sad exile, and the woes of love.” 


PUCK. 


Herald of joy, ſweet MELLa, hear, 
Long to thy loving fairy dear; 
That breaſt to faithful love moſt true, 


Feels moſt its fears and ſorrows too; 


Forgive 
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Forgive me all the idle woes, 

My faultering tongue did now diſcloſe : 
And now releas'd from pining care, 
Thus let me claſp my ſheeny fair ; 

Now on the wings of joy let's fly, 

And join our tribes &'er morning nigh, 
Shoots o'er the plains her infant ray, 

Or frights us with the glare of day. 

«© Now happy grown, no more I'll prove 


Sad exile, and the woes of love.“ 


ECLOGUE 
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SWART and MILDEW. 


SWART. 
Now her face the moon doth ſhroud, 
Labouring in the gloomy cloud, 
- And the waſting ſtorm raves 
O' er the abbey's foot-worn graves, 
Seeming in the mortal ear, 
Dread to utter ſhrieks of fear, 
While the reſtleſs raven's note, 
And the owl with ſcaring throat, 
Screaming from the rocking tow'r, 
Swell the horrors of the hour ; 
MiLDew, let us here relate 


Many a wayward wicked feat, 


Done 
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Done by fancy or command 
O'er this tempeſt-beaten land. 


MILDEW. 


SwarT, agreed: do thou begin. 


SWART. 


In other times our Elfin king 

Once by headlong paſſion fir d, 

Lovely Phæbe much deſir'd, | 

And with her was often ſeen 

On the daiſy-painted green, 

And at mid-day's fervid hour 

In the leafy-cluſter'd bower : 

And her melting heart to gain 

Guis'd juſt like her loving ſwain, 

Damon's form he would wear, 

Cheating ſoft the tender fair. 

But it happened on a day, 

Damon wandered that way, 
Where 


112 ELFIN ECLOGUES 


Where our king in his diſguiſe 
Phæbe paeſt with vows and fighs. 
I who watching cloſe behind 

Saw the luckleſs coming hind 
Straight in Phæbe's form and air 
Staid him looking ſoftly fair, 


Much of love we fondly talk'd, 
While o'er vales and plains we walk'd, 
And with many a glance and ſmile 
Much I did his heart beguile. 

When we gain'd a ſteep brook fide, 
Sly I dropt into the tide, 

Loud imploring Damon's aid, 
Quick to fave his true-love maid. 
Swift as lightning's rapid beam 
Damon plung'd into the ſtream, 
While I ſeeming down to ſink, 
Chang'd a zephyr gain'd the brink, 
And Damon diving ſwift to ſave 
His fancied maiden, met his grave. 


MILDEW, 
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MILDEW. 


How we fairies, arch and gay, 
Laugh at droſſy ſons of clay! 
Once when all the village boys 
Shouting loud in ſportive noiſe, 
Sought a dang'rous bloomy ſteep, 
Where the purple vi'lets peep, 
"Mid wild roſes ſweet that ſhed 
Fragrance, from the pendant head ; 
One the hopeful only care 

Of a tender anxious pair, 


Lovelieſt of the truant band, 


Cull'd his flowers with daring hand 


Scrambling high above the reſt, 
Youthful glory in his breaſt, 
While his ſunny treſſes fair 
Floated in the balmy air, 

On me ſhap'd a crumbling ſod, 


He in heedleſs ardor trod ; 


S 
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Quick 
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Quick I twitch'd him by the heel, 

Down the urchin fair did reel 

From rock to rock—'till kindly death 
Snatcht from his mangled form his breath. 


SWART, 


When the muſing | ſhepherd ſwain 
Told in hope his counted gain, 
While he ſaw yon ruſſet rocks 
Whiten'd o'er with nibbling flocks, 
Hoarding up in fancy ſage 
*Gainſt th' uncertain hour of age; 
Unperceiv'd I mock'd his aims, 
And turn'd his hopes to idle dreams; 
For when gentle night came on, 
And the young moon ſoftly ſhone 
With a fir innoxious beam, 
I ſwell'd the rapid pouring ſtream, 
And down the foaming rude waſh'd hills, 
To torrents wild I chang'd the rills, 

, | Sweeping 
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Sweeping with a madding ſway 

This woe - ſtruck ſhepherd's lambs away, 
While all his hopes the waters bore 
Breathleſs ober the delug'd ſhore. 


MILDEW, 


When Autumn with his golden hair 
Smiling bleſt the farmer's care, 
And his largely-giving hand, 

In varying yellow dreſt the land, 
As the plenty-laden grain 

Chear'd the hoping village ſwain, 
From the hedge's ruſſet fide, 
Where I did unſeen abide, 

A deadly blighting blaſt I blew, 
Which o'er the pregnant harveſt flew ; 
And while I laugh'd in miſchief keen, 
Sad wither'd all the waving ſcene. 


SWART. 


Laſt when tyrant Winter's ſway 


Held each ſeaſon ſweet and gay, 
Q 2 In 
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In his numbing fetters bound, 
And ſpread ſnowy blankneſs round, 
As an age · bent widow'd dame 
O'er the damps ſlow-moving came, 
Preſs'd with charitable food, 
Gather'd for her ſtarving brood, 
And with aching eager mind 
Sought her lonely hut to find, 
*Mid the darkneſs of the night 
I with ſmall deluding light 
Did her wat'ry eye beguile, 

And led her many a weary mile; 
- 'Till o'er the icy-cover'd way, 
Chill'd into- death the wand'rer lay. 
Then away with nimble tread 
To her hut I laughing ſped, 
There the infant tribe I found, 
Group'd the fading embers round, 
Boding fad the parent's fate, 
Wailing loud in ſuff'ring ſtate; 


And 
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And with ſighs and ſtreaming tears 
Liſping all their little fears; 

Oft they'd hang the liſt'ning head, 
Huſh'd to hear the mother's tread, 
When I trampled at the door, 
And amid the tempeſt's roar, 

In her voice wou'd often cry 
Loud, to make them think her nigh, 
*Till wearied with this ſport I flew 
To ſeek me other frolics new, 
And left theſe little imps of woe, 
Who ſunk beneath pale Famine's blow, 


MILDEW. 


When the bells in pealing ſound 
Gladly told the village round 
Wealthy Thyrſis got an heir, 
All his wiſh and all his care; 
I by mandate of our Queen 


Stole away the babe unſeen ; 
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And to Collin's ruſtic dame 
Swiftly with the boy I came, 
 Chang'd him for her hair-lip'd ſon ; 
Back to Thyrſis then did run; 

F'er the evening ſtar aſkance 
Twinkled thrice his gentle glance. 


SWART. 


When the ſhepherd boy at dawn 
Carrol'd o'er the bright'ning lawn, 
As he ſtept with heedleſs tread 

On the wild bee's dulcet bed, 

I who lay in pleaſant calm, 

Careleſs o'er the honied balm, 
Rous'd the ſadly-ruin'd bee, 

And made him in anger flee 
Round the boy, and vengeful cling 
On his cheek with pointed ſting, 

Till his face blue-ſwolPn grown, 
The youth bewail'd with many a groan. 


MILDEW. 
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MILDEW. 


Lately down the winding vale 

Julia felt the evening gale, 

While within a willow bow'r 

Piping at that gentle hour, 

In a ſoften'd melting ſtrain 

Sate her tender loving ſwain, 

And anon with lab'ring tongue 

The beauteous maiden's praiſe he ſung. 
When each other they eſpied, 

Julia bluſh'd, the ſhepherd ſigh'd; 
Sorrow touch'd her foften'd breaſt, 

On which I embliſs'd did reſt— 

Pity riſing, I kept down, 

O'er her face I ſpread a frown ; 

His pipe he broke and ſped away, 

The maiden wou'd have bade him ſtay; 
As ſhe call'd him with a ſigh, 

I chang'd the ſounds, and bade him fly. 


SWART, 


- 
* = 
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SWART. 


Hark ! our airy bygle-horn 

Tells the coming light of morn ; 
Now the pining ſtorm ſubſides, 
Calmneſs o'er the ſcene preſides ; 
And now o'er the miſty plain 
Lightly troop our elſin train 


Hark! again, the ſummons gay 
To our paſtimes calls away ; 


Let us from this drear reſort 


Fly to miſchief, fun, and ſport. 


